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The Chriftmas-Song. The Difference betwixt the Hofpitality of this and former Times. 





Fron (ednesday December the 26th, to Saturvap December the 29:h, 1705. 





try-m. After Obfervator, the Song ; | 

it M have og made the Song ? 

Obf. °Twas an ugly Tune, 
Roger, and that of an ugly Song too, which 
made me not think of it. 

Country-m. Mafter, you did not promife me, 
but I thought Silence gave Confent ; I expected 
a Chrifimas Song, and I have juft fupp’d a new 
laid Egg on purpofe to dulcifie my Voice, that I 
might Roar it out Melodioufly. I won’t be put 
off ; I muft have a ‘Song, a Hymn, a Tantrum, of 
fomewhat or other ; you can do it Extrumpore 
if you pleafe. . 

Obf. What doft think of a Aymu to Peace, 
will that do? 

Country-m. Aye, Mafter, very well; let’s have it? 

Obf. Sic raptim Scripft 


A Hymn to Peace. 


I, 


B Ritannick Mule thy Notes refume ! 
And entertain Us with a Song. 
Take down that pleafing Harp bas long, 
Negledted on the Willows bung. 
Strike, frike the Trembling Strings, 

Tune ’em to mighty Numbers, mighty Things, 
On high Pindaric Notes prefume, 

With bigh Pindaric Strains 

Fill the Adjacent Plains, 
And Charm the Nymphs, and Elevate the Swains. 
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Ul. 
Goddefs of Peace defcend and fee our Foys, 


How we your Sacred Name, 
In a Melodious Voice, | | 
Rending the Air, do all around Proclaim. 
Come, come, and fee our Mirth, 
See ye our Notes are worthy Peace 3 
See how the troubl’d Earth 
Begins to Smile, and how our Foys encreafe! 


III. 


See, foe, foe comes thro’ the Etherial Space, 
By Gall-le{s Doves fhe’s drawn, __ 
Mark in ber Hand a Palm, the Sign of Peace, 
Rob'd with the Mornings Dawn. 
Thoufands of Hatcyons do attend ber State, . 
And glittering Deities upon ber wait 
Nature it felf at her approach 
No move the Storms Encroach. 
Bellow-mouth’d Boreas bides bis Head, 
And all bis Race of little Pufing Gods are Dead; 





Such a deep Silence does poffe/s the Earth, 
As when tbe mighty vat aan the World a Birth. 


See, fee, fhe nearer comes. Heavens blefs her 
Is this the mighty Deity of Peace? — | Face, 
I thought at fvff our Glorious ANNA ’twas. 
Ble{s me! How much alike they fhine, 
Their Features all alike Divixe. 
The Look, the Air, the Mein, the Face, 
Shows ’em defcended from the fame Etherial Race. 


§ 


IV. 


ANNA’s the Peaceful Godde/s here, 
She Governs in our Hemifphere ; 
By Laws of Peace, and Rules of Love, 
And by Examples taken from Above. 

Not long ago our Britith [fe 

Beneath ber own Inteftine Quarrels groan’d, 
Feuds, Fars, Unnatural to our Soil, 
Fretted its Fruitful Body to decay, 

And Beautious Peace to Blacker Hate gave way, 
And even the Fates onr fadder Fate bemoan'd. 
The Seas that us’d to foam and rife, 
Spouting their Noifie Waters to the Skies, 

Rowl'd gently on 

And ceas’d to Roar, 
Afham’d to fee themfelves out-done 
By greater Storms Afhore. 


V. 


Men of Contention had difturb’d the State, 
And Sons of Darknefs did va/t Fueds create, 
With Unbarmonious founds they fill’d our Ears 
Of Groundlefs Jealoufies and Fears, 


| The moft Unrighteous for the Church complain’d, — 


And Vice, inflead of Vertue, Reign’d. 
The Elves and Fairies of the Church, 
Stalk’d from the Bellfrey to the Porch; 

Loudly they Yeli’d, and Horribly they Star’d, 

‘And the True Sons from its Communion fcar’d: 

Around its Walls the frightfull Night-Mares Prane’d 

And all within, Church Sprights and Goblins 

Dance’d: 

The Altars warp’d by two immod’rate Fires, 


| And Screech-Owls Perch’d upon its Lofty Spires. 


Thus the Fair Tree had fach Applaujes won, 


| By Vermin pre/s’'d, was like to be undone. 


’ VI. 


This ANNA Jaw, and with one gentle Breath 
Gave Life to Peace, and to Contention Death. 
Strange Charm inWords deliver'd {rom theTbrone! 
What mighty Wonders has it done ? 
~ What mighty Factions bas it crufi?d? 
What mighty Storms and Tempefts bu/h'd ? 
Strange Force in Regal Eloquence, 
In Majefty what Influence ¢ 
One Speech deliver’d from the Throne, 
Has greater Wonders done, | ’ 
Than 
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“Than what our Generals did at Blenheiins-Figg ; 
Or all that Catalonian Scenes cam yield. 
They Kill’'d the Foe with a true Britith Sword, 
But ANNA {catters Armies at a Word: 
The Gallick Fozees Beat, they did their part, 
But ANNA fiwek the Tyrant to the Heart. 
By quelling thofe defign’d to overcome, 
And Factions raife, and Bloody Wars at Homs. 


VII. 


What then for Glorious ANNA /hall we do ¢ 
How fhall we fhow 
The Duty, Loyalty we owe ¢ 
The Rich and Great Triumpbal Arches raife, 
In finifh’d Lines they Sing ber Praife. 
We Humble Swains in Hunthle Verfe 
The Vertues of our Queen Rebearje , 
Tho? not fo fine, fo taick d as they, 
We with ltke Love and Zeal Obey. 
They Drink Her Health in Racy Wine, 
W hich fils their Minds with Thoughts Divine: 
But good October fills the Veins, 
This is the NeGar of the Swains ; 
In this we'll quaff our Bumpers round, 
To the Great ANNA, and rz/ound 
Her Praife thro’ Hills, the Woods,the Dales,the Plains. 


There it is, Honeft Roger, fee what thou can’f{t 
make of it. 

Country’m.,That you fhall fee prefently, Ma- 
fier. In the firft place let me fettle my Crupper 
on the Chriffmas-b lock in the Chimney-Corner, and 
then, foan, give me a Bumper of Oddvber in both 
Hands, that I may refemble Bacchus fitting 
aftride a Pipe of Canary. Now, Matter, you fhall 
hear fuch Koaring Mujick, that you never heard 
in your Life before; I'll Sing the Song, and fet 
the Tune to it asI Singit. I love every thing 
that is Natural; I hate your Artificial Mujick, 
your Fa la Sol’s. Vl never fplit my Voice on 
the Cliffs and Rocks of the Gamut. Now, Matter, 
in the Name of Fubn Playford I begin. 

Obf: Rarely perforin’d, Roger. I wilh you 
ben’t Preis’d tor a Choiriffer. 

Country-m. A Queriffer, Mafter, I can’t Sing 
to a Neft of Whiffles, but I can make good Mu- 
fick with an Old Key and a Pair of Tongs. Ill 
tell you, Mafter, what Pll do; on New-Tears- 
Day V1l Invite all the Young Fellows, and: the 
Rantipole Wenches in the Village, to Dinner with 
me,and we'll Sing this Song in Confort together; 
and we'll entertain you with fuch Chrifimas-Gam- 
dels, and fuch good Chear, that it fhall make you 

w Fat again: Mafter, take it for a Maxim 
rom Countiy Roger, He that Eats Well is Well, and 
be that Drinks Well Sleeps Well, and if you dont 
do fo you’!l never be Well. | 

Obj. At this Rate, Roger, thou’lt pay dear 
enough for thy Song, ) 

Country-m. Mafter, if I can’t keep a good 
Chrifimas ¥ can do nothing ; Chrifimas comes but 
once a Year ; and in the L’ays ot Tore they us’d 
to fay It brought good Chear along with it; but 
now the Cafe is alter'd wnlefsit be here and there: 
Our Country Gentry can’t afford to keep as good 
Houfes as their Fore-Fathers did.. Formerly, at 


Chrifimas,you fhould come into a Country Squires 


\ Hall, and find one End of it fulh of Bones and | 
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Chaps a wagging over Sirloins and Rubs of Roait beg 
with a great black Jack that would hold four cr fiye Ga 
fons tull of C&ober at their Elbows; the Cocks, H, 
Geefe, Turkeys, every thing went either to Pctuor $y =, 
thoie Days of Hofpitality. And then they usd to > 
great Fat Ox, and Bake I can‘r tell how many Oven ful}, 
bread and give it away to the Poor ; they were Mertie; ; 
thofe Days than the Crickets in the Chimney-Coiner, 
they would Sing Ditties and Songs, Play at Hooper s-Hiz, 
and Hotcockles, and then the Young Maidens would o,? 
Mumming, and carry the Wafel-Bowl along with ‘em; Oh 
thoje were Glorious Times, Mafter. 

But now Ho/pitality is quite Banifh’d the Country § ats. 
the Old way of Living is quite worn out and fuyplanted 22 
Fafbionable Eating. There’s a Mode in Drefiing of yy? 
aud Eating of 1 too, The Gentry’s Stomachs are Con| 
ed Nice, they muft have their A-la-mode Meat and Sai... 
they know how to Boil away soo/. a Year ina Pipkin 
but won‘t put on the great Pot, were the Sons of the Pre: 
phets, or any Bodies Sons to come and Dine with.» 
Chriftmas: 

Nor indeed can they afford it, for I am told that tj €Y ge 
netally keep two Houfes, ore at London, ard ’iother in th. 
Country; and, Mafier, but don’t {peak of at, i am told foo. 
of ’em keep two Wives, a City and Country Wite, and that 
you know confounds a Power of Money ; fo that the Poor 
Wife and Children in the Country cant be fo Merry at 
Chrifimas as they ought to be, and the City Wiie and he, 
Children take their Meat trom the Cooks, and the Youg, 
Maidens, iniiead of going a Mumuming, they go a Jibbing, 
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} and fo there’s fine Work amongft ’em. 


» There’s Squire ----- his Father kept a Noble Honfe bur 
his Son | don’t know what to make of’n, He’s a Fisfth eo 
Teace too, and keeps the Peace very well in his own K itchen 
the Plates and’ Difhes very feldom clafh, the Jack and the 
Spits are bound to the Peace, and yet He’ lives Dainty tog 
he underftands the Doctrines of he Stew-Pan, Matter i 
would have all thofe Stew-Pins put Gown as comnion O] (ha. 
cles to good Eating. I commend that Arch Wag, who 
when his Mafter bid him change away the ulele/s Iron 
went to the Smiths and chang’d away the Spits as the mog 
ufelefs Iron about the Houte. 

Matter, I proteft I am afham’d to fee how our Gentry 
live at Chriffmas, fome ot ’em will hardly be at the Charge 
of putting Chrifimas in their Windows, and go .to their 
Houles you may,fooner break your Necks than break your 
Fafts, And the Citizens, Poor Nivies ! They keep no Roaft 
Beef, wha: need they? Why they can have Roaf Reef a 
the Ale-Houfe, fpend a Shilling for a Penniwoith of Reef 
and at the Zavern thre Shillings or half a Crown for twa 
Penniworth of Brawn, very good Hufpands, 

Well, Matter, let the refi do what hey will, I'll keep a 
Merry Chrifimas. We7il Eat and Drink weil, and not for- 
get to remember the Queen in a Bumper every Day. 

: ti, Advertifements. 
'T Hree very Ufeful Tables for all Secamen: Or, the Seamans 
Pay- Table. Wherein every Mans Pay, from a Captain roa 
Cabbin-Bov, is exattly Calculated and ‘Caft Up, for a Day, a 
Weck, a Month, and fo to Twenty Months, according to the pre- 
fent ERtablithment in the Royal Navy. Sold by J. How, at the 
Seven-Stars, in Talbot Court, in Grace-Clinrch-Streéet, 
THE Firft, Second and Third Volumes of Obfervators,with Title 
Preface atid Indix: Bound together or fingle. Sold by J. 


How, at the Sevén Stars, in Talbot Conrt in Grace-Church- 
Street. Where may alic be had anv finele Obferrator. 


T Dele ate to gtve Matice,; That Mary 
Kirleus, Widow of fobn Kirlesws, Son ot Dr. Thomas Kirlens 
a Collegiate Phyfician of London, and Sworn Piiytician in 
monet | to King Charles Il. isthe only Perfon that Sells (exaétly 
prepared) his Famous Drink and Pill, which is Eminently Expe- 
rienced to Cure ail Ulcers, Sores, Scabs, Itch, Scurfs, Scurvies, Le- 
profies, Veneral and French Difeafe, Running of the Reins, and 
all fuch Malignities, tho’ never fo inveterate, in ail Conftituti- 
ons at all Seafons of the Year, hindring no Bulinefs, wichout 
Fluxing, or the nfe of Mercury, which is generally ive 
Thefe Medicines are Truly and Faithtully prepared, as direéted 
by her Husband, and as made and delivered to his Patient: by 
her in his Life time (they being the only Perfons then that Sold 
it, and to whom the Secret was ever imparted. Therefore bewxré 
of feveral late 'gnorant Pretenders, for fhe is the only Perfon that 
knows the Dottors Methods of Curing, which fhe Practices with 
great Succe{s, as lias been feveral times mentioned in the Gazerte, 
rticularly of the Thirteenth Inftane. She Cures many after 
‘luxing, Compaffionates the Diftreffled, and deals with ail Per: 
fons according to their Abilities. The Drink is 3s. the Quart, 
the Pill rs. the Box, with Dire€tions. She gives Advice Gratis 
to all that write, or come to her. ee ‘ 
* She is Removed from the Gla/s-Lanthorn in Plough-Yard, to 


ea = in Hand-Court , over-againft-Great Turn < ea 








London, Printed for the Author , Jobn Tutchin. 1705. 
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